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Itott of t^t gidl^or. 

Doctor Ulysses Dow, the Spirit- Author of this littlo 
book, was brother to the eccentric Lorenzo, whose 
career as a cosmopolite Methodist Preacher is so well 
remembered. He possessed, by nature, far more 
depth of mind than his brother, and added to this 
natural advantage over him a pretty thorough mental 
culture, extending to a somewhat familiar acquaintance 
with the Sciences generally, and to that of Medicine in 
particular. While the Doctor was able to boast of su- 
periority, in these respects, over the Preacher, he, at 
the same time, rather excelled than came short of him 
in the eccentricity of his modes of thought, expression, 
and habits of life. Proverbially honest, and liberal in 
his religious opinions, he was scarcely second to Ran- 
dolph in his hatred of cant and Pharisaical pretension. 
Reminiscences of the Doctor's reign, for forty-five 
years, as Teacher of the principal public school in New 
London, furnished by some one of his numerous pu- 
pils, would prove a most curious, and, in some regards, 
wonderful contribution to the literature of the age. 

MEDIUM. 



S^e Pebitim's ^Statement. 

The writer has been, for somewhat over a year, a 
Medium for written communications from the Spirit- 
World. Not long ago, while I was reflecting upon the 
scandal which Elder Duck is in the constant habit of 
pouring forth from his pulpit upon all who differ with 
him in their sentiments upon religion, politics, or the 
Spiritualistic phenomena of the day, my hand was sud- 
denly controled, and Doctor Ulysses Dow announced 
himself. He manifested much joy at having found the 
means of communicating once more with his friends 
of New London. He was warm in the expression of 
his thanks for the monument which they had erected 
to his memory ; but said he feared, from what he saw 
upon the face of it, that their education had been a 
trifle neglected since his departure. This remark, which 
I did not understand, he informed me had reference 
to the word, Doctor^ which had been mis-spelled — ^a 
circumstance which I have since learned to be true. 
The Doctor at length said — "Since no one seems dis- 
posed to rebuke the profanities and slanders of Elder 
Duck, I have concluded to take him in hand." Yielding 
myself to his influence, the following " Vision " was 
written. Of its merits as a poetical composition the 
reader must judge for himself. The righteousness of 
the castigation ^hich it administers to the Elder will 
be doubted by no one who is at all acquainted with 
tlie public labors of the man. 

MEDIUM. 



C^e Wism of Jr. Mlpsts §oto. 



In trance I saw the Judgment Day 1 

And there at trumpet call 
Did ghosts of every kingdom meet ; 
Grey goblins glum, and devils fleet, 
Old angels tough and cherubs sweet ; 

God^s creatures, great and small. 

The seat of Doom high gleamed afar 

As midnight lightnings glow ; 
The hosts parading there in sight 
Were drilled by captains dark and bright ; 
Goats on the left, sheep on the right, 

Waiting the word to go ! 

And now they move at nimble pace 

Where MichaePs banner streams ; 
Ranks press on ranks with heavy sail ; 
There Satan strides with burning trail, 
And Duck behind supports his tail. 

With dance and frantic screams ! 

They halt before stern Justice grim 

To hear its vengeful will ; 
Old Duck with glee was wide awake. 
Forgot the tail, and shouting, spake — 
** Now sec the Diabolians take (a) 

A pleasant slide down hill !*' 

(a) Duck, because the citUsena preflrred sliding down hill to 

attending his evening revivals, said — "The Christless Diabolians 

will take their last slide down hill into hell !" Diabolian is a 

( common epithet with the Blder, for all who disagree with or in 

any way oppose him. 
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This pious speech quite cleared his throat. 

And pitched his pipes to yell. 
Just as the crew were seen to start. 
Quick at the thundered word, depart, 
And shoot as swift as arrows dart 

Down to the Gate of Hell ! 

About midway upon their course 

They hear the cry, Bea4:h-o ! (b) 
A child might see the stakes were vast. 
As Duck and Satan, rushing past, 
The Elder first, the Devil last. 

Pell-mell like Jehu go ! 

Arriving in a jiff of time, 

Though somewhat out of breath. 
The Elder scampered for the throne, 
And swore he 'd reign in Hell alone. 
And feed his Ducks till they were grown. 

In spite of sin and death ! 

Old Satan foamed with smothered rage. 

And slunk away to hide. 
" If Duck," said he, " thus drains my cup, 
The monster next my broth will sup ! 
I '11 take leg bail and build me up 

Another Hell outside !" 

He raised a smudge : and still behind 

His loyal anny lingers ; 
So down he sat, and pensive, sighed ; 
** I Ve lost the game ! 't was skin for hide 
That old Job bet !" he cursed and cried, 

And tried to warm his fingers! 

Just then the caravan rushed in — 
The chair was occupied ; 

i 

(b) The cry of sliders, to those they are approaching on the 
eouTM, to clear the track, is. Beach-o / 
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So Hell, recruits and all, went down 
To Duck, their knees upon the ground. 
And swore, since he had won the crown, 
To own no king beside ! 

The Elder made a speech ; — ^he said : 

** By sun and moon Kght dim (c) 
I loved to stand upon the beach, 
And sing, and pray, and plunge, and preach ; 
And there ^t was my delight to teach 

Dear Ducklings how to swim ! 

" Devoted to my calling still, 

In fair and stormy weather, 
I *11 teach them now, and, doubt me not, 
That here our doctrines were begot, 
And how to swim HelPs billows hot, 

And never scorch a feather I" 

He rose as if to make a dive ; 

And while upstanding thus. 
The tides drew back in scornful dread, 
And, hoarsely murmuring, plainly said — 
** You shall not wash, alive or dead. 

Your filthy brbod in us ! 

" We 're foul enough without the scum 

That oozes from their pores." 
Thus saying, in an angry tone. 
Of menace half, and half of groan. 
The billows swept above the throne 

And lashed him out of doors !. 

There, just like any other shark 

Washed out by stress of wind, 
He tried to bellow out a prayer, 
And then to sing, at last to swear 
Against the Diabolians there,^ 

Who *d kickM him hard behind ! 

(c) The Elder has held his baptisms at midnight, leading his 
candidates from the aaxious seat to the water. 
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Bat pieking up his cnzj bones, 

He strait to Satan goes: — 
*' Bear friend, that race was all a fddge. 
And so I pray joa will not gmdge 
To let me sit down by your smudge, 

And warm my cursed toes ! 

** Let me confession make to yon — (d) 

*T is not as Nigger Whigs 
That our resemblance best is seen : 
You used to dip— I wash them clean : 
You plunged the hogs in Gadarene, 

And I baptize their pigs I 

'* With you the holy cause commenced — 

'T is, by adoption, mine : 
Some merely bless the babies small, 
While others sprinkle young and all — 
But Heaven itself gave earth a call 

When you immersed the swine,! 

** To strike a fire you never feel 
You 're sometimes used as flint ; 

Thus, washing skins to save the soul, 

To cleanse the heart and make it whole ; 

This water course to Heaven's goal, 
From you I took the hint ! 

" The thought was not original 

Entirely, dear, with you : 
You see, the old world went to Hell 
By water ; I judged 't would do as well 
To send that way to Zion's Hill ! 

How do you like the view ? 



<d) Duck said in a Bermon, lately, that he never knew but one 
Unlversallat to be baptized, and that one went down into the sea 
with the hogs. Our Spirit-friend says—" The tables have a natu- 
ral inclination to turn / and it is so strong that he cannot hinder 
them." 
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** Thus you and that old flood, you sec, 

A mongrel have begot ; 
The Baptist sect is, all agree, 
With table like the Pharisee, 
And come of swinish pedigree, 

Most hoggish of the lot ! 

** Again, dear friend, we are as like 

As two white beans could be. 
In war aggressive on them all 
Who would the worid from sin and thrall 
Retrieve ; the cure for Adam's fall 

We hate immortally ! 

** The deadly wrong such preachers do 

To you, torments me most — (e) 
They preach your kingdom overthrown ! 
Yourself consumed, clean, soul and bone I 
That sin and hell shall be unknown I 

*T would do them good to roast I 

** Had I the seven-vial plagues, 

The Diabolian louts 
Should gulp them whole ! — / taught, my dear, 
That you from Christ had naught to fear I 
For you so lusty was my cheer, 

I often heard your shouts ! 

** My speech was bold, that your brave force 

Would Jesus' powers repel — 
Your Eden plot which they assail 
Should all survive, o'er all prevail— 
I said, denying infanta bail. 

You 'd e'en drag them to Hell I 



(e) The Elder has devoted his Billingsgate (than which no be- 
ing ever had a larger stock) for fifteen years to the Universalista *, 
bat for the last year he has graciously divided the precious store 
between them, the Mormons, Spiritualists, and the Buchanan 
Democrats. 
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*' I knew for this yon stole within 

The garden of the race ; 
I knew, for Paradise then lost, 
You sought revenge at any eo»t — 
/said you M get it ftdl, and tost 

Tour cap in Heayen^s face I 

" But these accursed Salvationists 

Preached loud for God and Man ! — 
Maintained that right would conquer wrong ; 
Love, hate subdue, and envy's throng ; 
Good, evil kill ; and e'er prolong 

The great Creator's plan ! 

" They had the hardihood to say 

The Lord a decent job 
"Would make of his old earth up there, 
In spite of tw / a thing quite fair 
For God ! That he would you, stark bare, 

Of laurels strip and rob I 

" And I did closer cleave to you ; 

And every now and then 
I stove them up, rip after rip ; (f) 
I gouged the eye and smote the hip ; 
I pummeled nose, and ears, and lip, 

Fierce as a sitting hen ! 

" Their chief I bearded on his throne, 

And proved, that in your den 
You 'd crush near all his Father's race ; 
Yea, more — I told him, face to face. 
When thus you triumphed over grace, 

They both should say, Amen I 

" And then, those preachers injure me 
In my revival plans— 

(f) " Stave them up," " rip them up," " burst them up," &c. 
fto.« are common expressions with the Elder in preaching, and 
more especially in prayer. 
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My instruments and tools they spoil ! 
With you and Hell my every toil 
Is set and sprung — my craft they foil, 
And burn my tongue and hands ! 

*' A father kind, say they, would feel 

Insult as coals of fire. 
If we should gather round and pour 
Our cries and tears, and him implore 
His children dear he might not scort 

And hew^ with curses dirie! 

" Such conduct would, I know, imply 

"We deemed him devil half! 
So, when with agonizing prayer 
We God approach, like wolf or bear. 
That he his child from Hell would spare, 

The insult makes you lattgh ! 

** I hate the crew ; and there above (g) 

Did well pay oflf the score ! 
Yet know, you God and Fiend betwixt! 
You thunder cloud and liglitning mixtl 
T is not so much with them I'm vext; 

It is, I love you more I 

** A good turn done deserves another — 

I learned to dip of you ! 
We both are Baptists, I 'm your brother— 
We should forgive and love each other ; 
To love you more were you my mother^ 

The thing I could not do !" 

Still Satan glum'd, as if he felt 
A millstone in his crop ; 



(g) The Elder has said he had rather meet six Algerines, ten 
pirates, and the Devil, than one Universalist. He prayed God 
this winter to send a thunder-bolt and remove the Unirersalist 
minister oat of his way 1 
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To soothe him more, said Duck, " Indeed, 
I only ran to show the speed 
Of my new horse, a charming breed I 
I thought you M like to swap ! (h) 

*' no ! I Ve made a sad mistake ! 

Your 8oul is exercised ! 
Dear precious ghost, how dark you seem ! . 
Tou must have had a warning dream ! 
Have you obtained a hope — one gleam ? 

This moment be baptized I 

" Cheer up ! cheer up ! and join the Church ! 

Good cause you have and true ; 
I have your children, young and old. 
All mark'd J. D., and in the fold, 
Well scrubbed in hard salt water cold — 

Kneel down, and 1 11 mark you ! 

"Ill bleach your sooty face so white, 

To preach you *11 get a call I 
Such comfort then as we will take ! 
Such converts, too, as we will make ! 
United for our kingdom's sake, 

Glory ! we *11 make a haul ! 

" In twenty minutes by my watch, 

Old cloven-footed Hulk, 
I '11 put you through as I'm a priest ; 
Your face shall brighten like the East 
Or Northern Lights ! Get up, old Beast, 

And speak ! do n't sit and sulk ! (i) 



(h) Heretofore, the Elder has been attacked with the revivnl 
mania, horse-jockeying and insanity, about simultaneously. They 
are evidently kindred inflaences ; and if God begets either, he 
begets them all. 

(I) " ni put you through In twenty minutes"—*' Do n*t sit and 
sulk" — ** Have you lost your tongue ?" — ** Can *t you speak ?*' — 
" Oan 't you stand ?" — ** Tou won't sulk and pout in hell." Such 
are common expressions with the Elder to persons on his anxious 
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** Stand on jonr feet and free tout mind» 

And then we 11 further seek 
The aid of grace. Breeder of Kes! 
You shall be Chaplain of the skies ! 
Power and prince of air t arise ! 

That is — ^get up and speak ! 

" Hare lost your tongue ? — jou once had one. 

And I did profit well ! 
Speak noic^ for I am wearing out ! 
If you can ^t standy sit there and pout ! 
I see, Old Rat, you plainly doubt 

Who 's master here in Hell!" 

The Devil leap'd clean off his feet, 

As by an adder stung, 
And hurried in and took his seat ; 
The armies rose their chief to greet, 
And that again he might not meet 

Old Duck, the gate was swung ! 

The Elder groaned, "What next betides? 

This hard old heart will break !" 
And then he gave the fire a poke, 
Took out his pipe and tried to smoke, 
All saints and devils did invoke, 

But, not an imp could wake ! 

** That old Ballou I used to curse, 

Above has quarters snug," 
He sighed, " while I 'm cast out of Hell, 
More damnM than any wretch can tell, 
Thrice more than Lucifer that fell ! 

I wish I had a jug 

" Of something warm from S. and B/s, 

To cheer my lagging soul ; 
Or dusky wench to keep me warm, 
And shelter me when Hell 's in storm : 
0, for some den to hide my form ! 

A skunk or woodchuck hole ! 
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" I fear I *m goin«r m/F//— yea, worse. 

To fret my own religion! 
Doctors should nerer take their pilK 
And Banki) sometimes refuse their bills ; 
Thig taking my own doctrine kilU 

Outright, aa with a bludgeon ! 

" What monkey scrni waa weak enough. 
Who heard the prayers I bawl'd. 

To think that I had any fears 

That God would roa^t him endless years. 

And mock his cries — while he in tears 
For mercy vainly call'd ? 

** The meanness is so rank it smells^ 

Because for fame or pelf 
I peddled Hell beneath the sun. 
And all the rigs in damning run,- 
That I should be the only one 

To be thtta damned myself f 

" And yet I haye the sense to see 

If merit mortal can 
In quenchless flames to bum and fry, 
That he who preached the peijur'd lie, 
Blaspheming thus the Lord on high, 

Himself is just the man ! 

" But where is W., pleasant tongucd. 
And toady, simpering R., (j) 

And G., and Mac, and Withem, too, 

And softly H., who finely grew 

In holy soil so fair to view ; 
And all who daubed with tar 



(J) " W., G., Mac.,»* &o. &o. These are ministers of New Lod 
don, who have Joined the Elder in a hue-and-cry against Univer- 
talism— in the utterance of all manner of evil of its tendency, and 
in slanders of Its doctrines, professors and preachers, worthy only 
oi mm who is called the fother of lies. 



DR. ULYSSES DOW. 15 

*• And fire ? — they should be here with me ; 

But Satan, I did hear 
Him tell how they ask'd him for berth, 
And that he answered in his mirth — 
* If God you M slander while on earth, 

You '11 slander me, I fear !' 

** So he did somewhere drive tliem out ; 

And one does not intrude 
Where other outcasts lonely trudge ; 
Beyond his bounds he may not budge, 
But bides the sentence of his Judge — 

Damnation's solitude ! 

*' I truly thought that S. and B. (k) 

Down here would headlong come ; 
Though I sold curses, wrath and fire, 
Which fan to flame each base desire, 
A traffic far more vile and dire 

Than selling gin and rum 1 

*^ I raved Gke some mad Bashan bull 

Against the Slavery South, 
But said that He who monarch relgnfl, 
And God of all, would bind in chains 
Of adamant and endless pains 

His offspring ! yet my mouth, 

** For speaking such accursed lies, 

God did not smite with flame ; 
But I obtained of Satan grace 
To finish my deceitful race ; 
And when I met him face to face 

The old dog blushed for shame 1 



(k) " 8. and B.^' These gentlemen accommodated their Mends 
with liquors when they stood in need, in defiance of the Elder's 
threats ; hence, they have come in for a share of his public aoA 
private denonciatlon i 
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" I taught the people, it is true, 

That gentleness and love 
Were foul with every form of sin ; 
Had given birth to all within 
And all without of evil kin, 

But wrath was from above ! 

" And this I said, though well I knew 

That they who on the tree 
The Saviour hung — ^who slew the last 
Of his beloved — who millions cast 
To death by rack and cannon's blast, 

Taught endless misery — 

** All this I said, though then aware 

That when Servetus fell 
By Calvin's word — when Mary, Queen, 
Roasted alive, or dotted green 
With graves her realm, each hellish scene 

Was born of faith in Hell I 

*' I preached and prayed all doctrine down 

That soul of kindness hath, 
Though I knew well that such as died 
The gallows on — and, far and wide, 
4 They whom a shelter Jails provide, 

Worshiped a God of wrath ! 

*' 0, how I slandered there on earth 
The few who preached good will t 
Although I knew they did not boast 
One victim caught to hang or roast — 
Round sea and land did never coast 
To proselyte or kilH 

"While of my own man-hating Church 

I saw her spirit clear, 
That she had sailed, from ancient time„ 
In every age, and land, and clime, 
In martyrs' blood, baptized in crime» 

And fraught with savage fear 1 
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** All this I knew, and all conceal'd ! 

Echo ! repeat my moan ! 
The proverb now too true I see, 
That * misery loves company !' 
In Hell, to groan in droves, is glee ! 

But I must groan alone I 

V Nature divine gives like for like ; 

That also I denied, 
And claimed that Satan, Hell, and fear 
Did not their own base likeness rear, 
But made for God good children dear i 

How well I knew I lied ! 

•'I knew 'twas false — for Heaven's law 

Not only taught me so. 
But I saw plainly, every day, 
Walking the bold transgressor's way 
Our own professors, priest and lay, 

As licensed sinners do I 

■*' One sister State in prison show'd 

Six preachers of our Hell ; (1) 
While all the crowd of laymen there. 
And tens of thousands jailed elsewhere, 
Did for our Creed and Church declare, 

As plain the records tell ! 

** Adultery so raged among (m) 
Our Priests a certain time — 

(1) A charge made by an Orthodox preacher In Newark, N. J., 
that there was a Universaligt minlst^ in the prison at Aubom, 
N. Y., led to an examination, which resulted in showing that, of 
the many hundreds there, not one Univers&list could be found j 
while it found six Orthodox preachers, 

(ro) At the time here alluded to no less than six Orthodox min- 
isters, most of them D. D.'s, in and around Boston, and in the 
brief space ot one year, were charged with the crime of adulteryi, 
and expelled. This was about an average rate the whole country 
over. The clergyman who offered the prayer was a D. D. of the 
city of New York. 

2 
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Or rather those we Doctors hul — 
One Doctor prayed — *■ Just rob the maO, 
Or steal, or bum, and change your stale 
Monotony of crime !' 

" I likewise saw by true reports 

From each Insane Retreat, 
That preaching Hell had yearly made 
More mad than every other grade 
Of woe — ^Rape and Rum, Love and Trade — 

If these together meet ! 

" And yet I stood it out, and swore 

That Hell was all in all 
To save the soul and evil kill — 
Ordained a cure for every ill 
That Sin has raised and brought to mill 

Since father Adam's fall! 

*^ My murd'rous creed once made me mad I 

And if I ponder more 
Upon the past, calling to mind 
All that I might in conscience find 
To curse me hard, and crush and grind, 

Old Hell will hear a roar ! 

*^ ini make one despVate move to save 
My smoked and crazy bacon V^ 

So, rushing up, the gate he hits, 

To stave it up and give it fits. 

But foimd, by force of all his wits, 
The bars could not be shaken ! 

**Eeep your old den ! 'tis fiiir out here, 

Tou Diabolians there,'' 
He yelled — " I see no sign of shower ! 
I'll never beg while I 've the power 
To rob hen-roosts and fleece the poor — 

Of that you 're all aware !" 
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He crawlM him back to tend his fire 
' And put the brands together ; 
EQs teeth they chattered sad with fear ; 
In either eye stood half a tear ; 
He harkM! and when he naught could hear, 
Blared out like some bell-wether ! 

He tried to sing a pious psalm, 

His nerves they trembled so ; 
He thought it might like brandy work t 
But all was quaver, trill, and jerk, 
Till vexed, he growled, with holy smirk — 

"TheDevU! let it go I" 

And I should like to let him go 

Like Judas to his place ; 
But he can find no spot of rest — 
The blackguard rip and vulgar pest, 
Hog-priest, profane, and all the rest — . • 

A Ubel on the race I 

The time has not yet fully come 

When I can leave the sinner; 
I ni watch him for a season more 
As he lays down to take a snore, 
And dream his life and sayings o^er, 

And wakes to eat his dinner. 

" I wish I had my Deacon here," 

He said — "the harmless dolt! 
Good I how I made him creep the floor, 
And sprawl and scrabble on all four, 
And grunt and squeal like some wild boar !— 

The idiot ass's colt I 

'*I used to tell the white-faced mule 
The Devil had conceived it, 
' This Spirit-rapping, low and vile ; 
. But when he wallowed in the aisle, 
}od made him do it alT the while—- 
^ And he, the fool, believed it ! 



% 
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" His cotton-head could well believe 

7%eir stories all a bore, 
Who claim that Spirits come and thump ; 
Yet never doubt that God would dump 
Him and the sisters in a clump, 

All kicking on the floor ! 

*' He had no doubt that God did fill 

At midnight hour the street (n) 
With Ducks, to quack, and march, and praj-. 
As barn-owls hoot and asses bray, 
Rousing the dogs along the way I 

He thought it most complete I 

" I wish I had the Donkey here, 

Just for a ready workee ; 
He never stopM at aught I bid, 
He never choked at any quid 
That in his open mouth was laid. 

But gulpM it Uke a turkey ! 

•* Now if I had that Telegraph (o) 

I once proposed to rear 
From upper earth straight down to Hell, 
To send a message there to tell 
That Pierce was coming on pell-mell, 

I 'd call the Deacon here ! 

" But Satan has, no doubt, ere this, 
Quite turned the booby's head ; 

(n) Duck, a few years ago, during his rerival excitements, was 
in the habit of parading his church at twelre o'clock at night 
through the streects, halting before the doors of our citizens, and 
shouting, singing and praying — calling upon the inmates of the 
dwellings to repent ! One gentleman, before whose iloorstepe 
they had commenced this kind of performance, raised his window, 
and called out — " Clear out ! you drunken rowdies ! — go wbere 
you got your liquor!'" 

(o) During the last Presidential campaign. Buck, in one of his 
harangues, said — '^ I want one more Telegraph erected — a line 
straight down to Hell ; and the first message sent over it abould 
be, to tell the Devil that Pierce is coming I" 
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Fool though he is, yet he must see 
To serve Old Nick or follow me 
Is all the same — so let it be, 
And I will take my bed !'' 

And such a bed he had that night 

Might make a tiger crawl! 
In worse than Johnny Bunyan's slough 
He tried all postures through and through^ 
Grunted and roU'd like any sow, 

And made a general sprawl ! 

*** Now I lay me," was all of prayer 

That rose from out his head 
Distinct ; what power he ask'd his ghost 
To keep, there stiff 'ning like a post, 
Seeming to freeze, and thaw, and roast, 

Cannot be truly said. ' 

But, 0, to such repose as that 

Nightmare would be preferM! 
Talking and starting as he slept. 
Sometimes he laugh'd and then he wept. 
And things he told he M better kept, 

Could sister puck have heard ! 

As if an earthquake then had burst, 

He sprang up gaunt and tall. 
And look'd aghast and scratched his head. 
Turned black, and blue, and green, and red^ 
And bit his nails, and raving, said — 

'*/» this cursed smttnlge here all i 

** I dreamed that I was king in Hell, 

And that I 'd been the winner I 
My throat as Bedlam dust is dry ; 
And though I scent old Satan^s frj 
Of savory souls in brimstone, I 

Must gx> without my diaaerl 
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" One ghost will die, whatever pains 

The Judge to hinder takes ; 
For my religion yields no crumb 
Of aught but death, now here I Ve come 
And anywh^re^ without good rum, 
T would poison rattlesnakes ! 

" For TJniversalists on earth (p) 

Tb fast I did agree ; 
But here I 'm cast e'en out of Hell, 
Disowned of all and damnM as well ; 

now that they would ring their bell, 
And hold a fast for me ! 

" Their faith I know is gospel-broad, 

Extending o'er the race ; 
But it might raise old Judas up. 
Give Cain a place quite near the top> 
And put some joy in Satan's crop ; 

Yet never reach ray case ! 

** So here I stand, a monument 
Of that eternal groan 

1 preached on ear^b for all mankind — 
Except, of course, the pure in mind, 
And, like myself, in speech refined, 

With sweetness in the tone ! 

" I 'm glad my neck and back are stiff, 

My pduck as firm as rock ; 
So I '11 brace up and bide my lot ! 
Old wrath ! pour out your vials hot ! 
Upset the big Damnation pot ! 

I 'm ready for the shock ! 



(p) Duck gave out word, not long ago, that he should soon ap- 
point a fast in the city, to the end that God would remove the 
nuisance of Uniyersalism out of it' 
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**^ And conscience, too, you grizzly hag ! 

Bring all your teeth to bear ! 
I ^U seat me here upon this chunk, 
And nurse my pious, godly spunk, 
By dreaming I am glorious drunk. 

And toast my feet, and swear r 

Whether the scape-grace by his smudge 

As yet has warmed his toes, 
I cannot say — biU this I know. 
He 's ne'er been seen by friend or foe, 
By saint above or ghost below. 

Since Hell thus snubM his nose ! 

My trance is closed — ^yet I am told 

The Vision shall renew 
This chronicle some future day, 
Of Baptist Duck in Bedlam's bay, 
And sketch his warblingSy hymn and lay — 

If that, indeed, a clew 

To his retreat be found. And now, 

Sir Scribe, I make my bow — 
Tour kindness all I will remember. 
Since first you met in " bleak December," 
O'er fading lamp and " dying ember," 

The rhyming Doctor Dow ! 



24 THE PRIESTS 

Section 3. 

A second time the Dr. sought the aid of my hand. 
He remarked that the hue-and-cry of Elder Duck, aiid 
the Priests of Orthodox feith generally, as likewise 
their dupes and followers, against the Spirits, was so 
grossly inconsistent, and yet so perfectly in keeping 
with their history in all ages, that he could not refrain 
from devoting to them an entire epistle. My hand 
was then employed as before, and the following was 
the result. ' MEDIUM. 



C^e priests anb il^t spirits. 



Ah, why against the Spirits now 
Do Priests and Churchmen rail ? 

Will they the Prophets all deny ? 

Will they against the Saviour cry ? 

The witness of the Twelve defy? 
Shall testimony fail ? 

Hold they no writings as inspired ? 

Communications sJl ? 
They say the Lord, by holy men. 
Controlling mind, and will, and pen, 
Wrote on the parchments, there and then. 

The books they Bible call. 

If Israelis God, in ancient time. 

Was pleased to send His Word 
By hands the Holy Spirit moved, 
How know they, as He then improved 
Such means, that now they Ve cUsapproved, 
And vex the selfsame Lord? 
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Will they not see by such pretense 

They cry against their hire ? 
If with a gnat they strain and choke, 
But gulp the camel pack and poke, 
Do they not kick by that sad joke 

Their own fat in the fire ? 

Whoever hates his brother man, 

Whom he hath often seen, 
How can he love the Lord on high, 
Invisible to mortal eye '^ 
Thus John inquired — and now ask I — 

If one no proof may glean 

From what is seen, and heard, and felt, 

In real life to-day. 
How then is he the truth to know 
Of marvels wrought in long ago — 
More strange than modern Spirits do ? 

Now answer this, who may ? 

You claim the Gospel Temple rests 

On basis strong and fair ; 
But know ye, Sirs, what you Ve about ? 
When Spirits thus you rudely flout. 
You knock its under-pinning out, 

And leave but ruins bare ! 

When you require on penalty 

Of lost salvation here, 
All miracles^ of spirit kind 
From Genesis to John Divine, 
We must believe as there we find ; 

But gruffly bid us fear 

The wrath of God and endless woe, 

If in our day and time 
We heed the signs that living rise — 
We plainly say, " You 're wond'rous wise ! 
And should indeed your age surprise, 

For impudence sublime I" 
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Good Sirs, the reason is quite plain 
Why thus you fume and sputter 

Against the Spirits of to-day, 

And rant, and warn, and rail, and pray — 

It is, in troth, that save you may. 
Dear souls ! your bread and butter I 

When one affirms the sick are healed, 

Your wrath is hot to kill ! 
You madly rave against the tale — 
But doubly damn whoever shall fail 
To credit how 6od*s chosen whale 

Took Jonah like a pill ! 

Should Andrew say he heard a rap. 

You stndghtway call him fool ! 
But that the Lord sent men to kill ^ 
The children there, and then to spill 
Their mother^s blood — ^if this one will. 
With stubborn heart, and cool. 

Deny, and say, the charge blasphemes ; 

" He better had reserved it," 
I hear yqu cry ! and that, at last. 
When damnM and in perdition cast, 
'T will plain appear, though rough the blast, 

How richly he deserved it ! 

If Susan say her hand is moved 

To write in proverbs wise. 
And you to brand her witch should fail, 
And not her virtue hence assail; 
The Church will switch her godly tail 

Slap in your face and eyes ! 

Just question, if you dare the deed. 

The story she will tell, 
How with his finger, standing high 
On Sinai^s mount, the Lord did ply 
The stones, and grave the Law — she '11 cry. 

Mad-dog! and Infidel! 
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When Cora speaks in Spirit>trance — 

And thousands think she can — 
For truth you must not let it pass ; 
But when the Priests say, Balaam^s ass 
Spake with man^s voice, then ate his grass, 

Why, every son of man 

Must own it, or be damnM — or worse — 

Hear pious prayers and sputter ; 
Not that they care for Sinai^s stones, 
The whale, the gourd, or Jonah's groans. 
Nor Balaam's ass — ^but, gentle ones. 

They earn their bread and butter ! 

If you allow that loved ones gone 

Return upon their track. 
You 're mad ; but doubt that Satan trod 
With men of Uz, and talk'd with God— 
Call'd on his sons — you '11 catch the rod, 

Hot smoking, on your back ! 

Ah, doubt it, that the Lord did there 

(Gambling, was it ?) bet 
With Satan bold ; His " skin for skin" 
The wager was, which God did win, 
And Bloody-bones make Satan then — 

Doubt this, and you shall get 

The hottest place below that burns ! 

But say — Those here loved best 
Do never send a word or sigh 
Back to the hearts that bleeding lie ; 
They '11 promise you a heaven sty 

Far nobler than the rest. 

But mildly hint that ft seems tough, 

Or makes the matter worse, 
That God should thus, in sporting mood. 
To Satan please, smite Job the good 
With boils, his children kill, and food 

Cut off; they '11 call you curse 
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To true religion and your race ! 

The clouds of wrath will mutter ! 
Not at your hint will they then rave, 
Nor that for truth their saiUs are brave ; 
But prudently to clutch and save 

Their Gospel bread and butter ! 

Demur the written tale to own, 

How once near Sodom's Lake 
Good salt was made of Let's poor wife — 
Though works of love should crown your life, 
• They '11 count it all a sinful strife, 

For tender Conscience' sake ! 

Add then to this demur the clause. 
That Heaven with showers and dew 

Rained fire and brimstone just as well, 

And burned those cities down to Hell ! 

Your fate shall be what there befel — 
An everlasting stew I 

Doubt but the letter of the fact. 

In Eden long ago, 
How father Jacob on that night 
Scuffled with God till morning light; 
Or e'en the sun had risen bright — 

They '11 ticket you to woe ! 

Deny, in short, each Bible word 

From God inspired came ; 
But own you think it likely still 
He now, at times, reveals His will ; 
Since they your bodi/ may not kill. 

They '11 crucify your name ! 

Behold with calm and candid mind 

What Spirits call Progression, 
Nor first denounce, unheard, the claim, 
Nor own, till they have proved the same ; 
E'en then they '11 scorch you in the flame 

Ordained for Church transgression I 
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They preach, " All souls mirrive — some did 

Return ;" yet, if t/ou say, 
" Souls are now souls as once of yore,^ 
Then take the sows to mire once more. 
Dogs to their vomit as before, 

And you are shown the way, 

Politely, where is soonest found 

Dishonor's deepest gutter ; 
And this they kindly do, because 
You Tindicate the Spirit laws, 
Or set your foot, to plead their cause, 

Too near their bread and butter ! 

The Weslevs bold believed and said. 

Some speech could Spirits utter ; 
But then, they taught another age, 
Nor felt that griping hunger rage. 
Where, near the painful starving stage, 

'T is death, or bread and butter ! 

They who denounce were used to say, 

When they sat extra dishes 
Before the flock — " List ! list ! and hear 
Soft Spirit-wings that hover near !" 
But in those days they felt ncfear 

For precious loaves and fishes ! 

And then, those Spirits modest were. 

And only praises uttered ; 
" While yours," say they, ** are picking flaws, 
And showing sharp and crooked claws — 
Forever threat'ning with their paws 

The gracious bread we Ve butter'd ! 

*' Yes, very wolves they seem to be. 

Each one a hardened sinner. 
Ready for biting, scratching, cuffing. 
Up to killing, tearing, stuffing. 
Always with their noses snuffing 

To find our ' bread and dinner !' 
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" The pious kind we know would not 
Come prowling round the altar, 

To see, amid our holy fare, 

What luxuries the poor prepare, 

And publish what our revels are — 
They all deserve the halter !** 

Pure Spirits all, and their good Mends, 

Still hold the Scriptures true 
In sense their authors claimed of yore ; 
The miracles they held before 
In just regard ; now, doubly more 

Their use and nature view. 

But Priests, constrained to own the truth 

Of Spirit wonders now. 
Cry out, as did their friends of old — 
*^ *Tis Beelzebub ! and ye have sold 
Your birth-right good for miser^s gold !*' 

And in the Priestly row 

Confirm afresh what Jesus spake 

To scoffers, when he said — 
" Ye do your father^s measure fill 
Who did the prophets ban and kill ;" 
Thus Priests, to-day, the measure fill 

Of Pharisees, though dead, 

Who yet speak curses by their lips 

On all reforms below ! — 
Exclaiming — " Hear those Spirits stammer ! 
Behold their lack of brains and grammar !'* 
And thus they raise damnation's hammer 

By PriestSf and give the blow I 

Consistency's a gem so bright 

E'en Satan same must heed it ; 
The war our Spirit-Gospel shares, 
Like Christians with the Roman bears, 
So plain the proverb's truth declares 
That running fools can read it 1 
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But when the Serpent^s subtle guile 

Becomes the dove^'s aasistant — 
When foxes loathe the thieTing art, 
And possums play the honest pari-^ 
When tigers turn of tender heart, 

Our F^ests may be consistent ! 

And when the ass shall sing diyine. 

Perched with the nightingales — 
When owls and bats court Heaven's ray, 
And lambs with grim hyenas play — 
When evil deeds seek open day, 

And all true likeness fiuls — 

When misers hate their gold, and sloths 

On airy pinions flutter — ^' 
When bees and honey disagree, 
And passage birds forget to flee — 
Then Priests may own God's sovereignty 

Surpasses bread and butter ! 

** As Priests as people'' — so 't is said ; 

And thus, indeed, we find it ; 
Our Doctors, Lawyers, Merchants, all, 
Copy their Parson's holy call, 
And watch for pelf in Church and Stall, 

And only care to mind it ! 

Some gentlemen so gentle are 

Their dears assume the breeches ! 
And if the gents should feel their oats, 
And butt and stamp like rampant goats. 
The fair ones dust their bloomer coats 

With nimble hands and switches ! 

Subdued in gizzard, pluck, and all, 

As well their neighbors know. 
No more they dare to wake the strife, 
But wipe their eyes and swear for life, 
They '11 go to Church each with his wife, 

If she goes straight below ! 
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Their victors seated on the throne, 
The hen-peck*d, craven flunkies, 
With manhood crippled in its shape 
To just the pattern of an ape, 
Are led by Madam's thread or tape, 
Like music-grinding monkeys ! 

And Nature does not type them full 
With windfalls, shrank and petty ; 

Her moonshine drizzle scarce will do ; 

For likeness pat there never grew. 

In air, or earth, or ocean blue. 
Of Pussy— Susie— Betty ! 

^T were hard to fix a rank distinct 

For mere excrescent flaws, 
Who 've only mind enough to think 
That life is all to smell or stink 
Of bad cologne — ^to swell and blink 
In woman*s crape and gauze ! 

Their hands were made to supplicate ; 

On gala days to paddle 
A bonnet-box in puddle seas. 
With peacock sails to jacky sprees — 
Play with their tails and sip their teas ; 

They sometimes are the saddle. 

And prancing nag beneath it, too. 
On which, as notion fancies. 

Their Madams mount and sit a-side, 

Or else a-straddle in their pride ; 

And then away they flit, and ride 
All roads, the gentle Nancies ! 

One of this brood so charmed his dear, 

She told him, like a fool, 
He had a soul ! — she said 't was small. 
But better 'n none ; believing all. 
He grew concerned— g&ye Duck a call. 

Who sat him on his stool 
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To get religion of the Lord ! 

The Elder knelt for prayer! — 
" O, Great Pan-jan-drum, stave him up ! 
O, Grim AU-burst-us, rip him up ! 
0, Thou All-g\ilp-us, chew him up ! 

This little cuss right here — 

** Amen !" He look'd, and lo ! the chick 

Had melted where he sat ! 
Then swore the Elder, as he stood, 
That never more he would or should 
Dare pray as damri'dly as he could 

For sinyiers, after that I 

The next that came from this sai^e coop, 

Duck laid him on his knee, 
And softly whisper'd — " Hush, my dear, 
Keep very still ! 0, nothing fear ! 
For straight my prayer the Lord will hear, 

And glory soon you '11 see !" 

Here burst a charge of pent-up fun. 

Wild as the cry of loons, 
Plump in his f^ice ! *' I do declare !" 
Said Duck, " if these baboons — I swear, 
If coons J to hear such f/ift of prayer. 

Will stave their pantaloons, 

(t irp ^,,jji never pay to put them through ! 

I waste my gospel shot ! 
They 're meaner thrice than Spirits are ! 
Their merits twice I 've proved by prayer ! 
And I can 't find a skin or hair 

Of soul to save, or not !" 

Why should the Elder Spirits dread. 

And madly them denounce ? 
If him they saw, all ghosts below 
With fright would shake from head to toe, 
And huddle close, or headlong go, 

Like doves when vultures pounce ! 

3 
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That he should fear instnisions from 

The pure and heav'nly clime — 
EspecifJly were he at prayer, 
Or preaching Hell, as usual, there^ 
Then would the thought well terming bear, 
RidUfdous 9ublime ! 

And now. Earth-friends, attention give 

To this, my Spirit-vow ! 
" I '11 write, and rap, and speak, and act, 
Against your sins, or spread or stackM, 
By mighty truth and stubborn fact, 

While I 'm Ulysses Dow !" 
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Section 3. 

Not many days after the ldicg«ing eomininnicatkMi 
was received from the Doct«H'. he auKNiiioed himself 
a third time, saying— I hare eome from the soeiM of 
Elder Duck's reviTal opeimtioii8| where I heard him 
threaten those that were not moved towards the anx- 
ious seat, in this manner : " St and sulk ! You won^ 
sulk in Hell ! If you wont make God, Jesos, Angels 
and Saints in Heaven, and the CSiurch on earth, glad 
by getting religion, you will make us all glad, by-and- 
by, with your groans and shrieks in torment. We 
will all of us together laugh, mock, shout and dance^ 
when the smoke of your hell ascends up before us, 
for ever and ever!" I am impressed that such horrid 
ideas merit rebuke from my plain but honest muse. 
I beg you will therefore give me the indulgence of 
your hand, while I try to administer it. You will un- 
derstand that, I do not admit that such sentiments are 
really believed by any creature of God, and that I 
have only attempted to show such as make the pro* 
feasioriy what they loottld be, were such professions 
true. 

Your Spirit-friend, 

ULYSSES DOW. 
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Co i\t €lhx. 



No doubt you see the doctrine plain. 
That roasting some is others' gain ! 
Of groans, that sweetest joys are given 
To organ-grinders up in heaven ! 
And when they dance in holy reels, 
That cries from Hell bewitch their heels ! 

They must be godly in extreme 

Whose patents in that kick -up gleam ; 

Before their time an early day 

To perfect love they found their way ! 

Good Lord ! please keep those souls above 

Who dancing to such music love ! 

Their presence may make heaven there — 

But Bedlam here, and all elsewhere ! 

O'er scenes of sorrow met with here. 
Poor fallen nature drops a tear ; 
But grace this sin shall sweetly purge, 
And give for tears and pity's dirge 
O'er friends in deathless flames of fire, 
The happy shout from lip and lyre ! 

Were there abortions of the race 
Whose addled brains could this embrace — 
What likenesses might them compare, 
And show their full proportions fair ? 
A few were gleaned in open day. 
Where Truth and Justice led the way ! 

Well might they all in time of need 
Find shelter in a mullen seed. 
And prance by millions in its heart. 
Like maggots in a butcher's cart — 
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Ascending high its stairs or ladder. 

Fall like a shot in jug or bladder ; 

Twelve regiments, led by the beadle, • 

Might muster on a cambric needle ! 

If there were souls that thus believe — 
A statement I can scarce receive — 
He does not well to laugh or grieve 
At all they are, or e'er can be ; 
Some full length patterns here we see — 

A swarm of half-starved dwarfish rats. 

Too lean for sight or scent of cats ; 

Blind pigmy owls hatched in a tomb ; 

Mere flitting motes in midnight gloom; 

Or insect bats too weak to sprawl, 

Nor sense enough to fly or crawl ; 

"Wee titman lice that lodgings get 

On common lice, with rooms to let ; 

Or still-bom gnats, by nurse ne'*er clad. 

Without a mamma or a dad ; 

Or atom fleas, so small, we know 

Xot if they come, or else they go ; 

Mere shadows of a human sham. 

It ne'er would pay to save or damn ; 

An angel leech on all the host 

Would lunch a sickly baby ghost, 

While thrice their weight for scrimp of hell 

Were not enough the taste to tell I 

Xow mark — I say the souls that eotdd 
8uch doctrines hold, and likewise should — 
The thing supposed is not believed — 
That feat no demon yet achieved ! 

The first from whom this creed was heard 

Utter'd a Ubel on the Word ; 

And reason roused, the insult hot 

She hid away to mould and rot ; 

Now they who pluck it from the shelves, 

Utter a libel on themselves 1 
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As he, that epake in wisdom true, 
I say, " They know not what they do*^— 
• They see not in their clouded love 
What Spirit manner they are of! 

Hold you, friend Duck, a creed thus cast ? 
A fire-proof safe should keep it faatl 
Of salamander adamant 
Compose it strong — ^ne^er let it haunt, 
By day or night, the walks of men, 
Nor herd with swine in mire or pen ! 
Why, holding thus, in heaven's name. 
Publish your vulgar, burning shame ? 
Tou thus provoke instinctive scorn 
Of vilest reptiles hatched or born ! 
If mercy move not heart or brain 
To spare your God the damning stain, 
Tou shoidd, at least, you witless elf. 
Have some compassion on yourself I 

Now my advice I offer cheap- 
God give you grace the trust to keep— 
If in your speech you would not stink 
As nuisance foul, just mind to think. 
With reason true and spirit meek. 
Once, if no more, before you speak ! 

My words are blunt, my thought is plain ; 
In Spirit-life I still remain 
As erst on earth — bear with me now — 
Tour honest friend, Ulysses Dow 1 
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Section 4. 

About one week after the last commnnicatioii waa 
received, the Doctor came again, and requested me 
once more to assist him in the effort to free his mind. 
I have been, said he, in other Churches in your city 
since my last visit, where I heard sentiments expressed 
similar to those so common upon the lips of Elder 
Duck. One Priest assured his hearers that in Hell 
they would not have it to say, that it was the Lord 
who made them suffer. ^^ The Lord will not be your 
tormentor there,^ he said, " but Satan whom you have 
served. He promised you pleasure for your service, 
but in hell you will realize how the Devil keeps prom- 
ises. Tour hell,*^ he continued, *' will never die out, 
as some now tell you. €rod will maintain it as long as 
He does the heaven of the saints ; and He will laugh 
at your fear and mock at your calamity. The Saviour, 
with His holy angels and saints, will laugh and rejoice 
over your sufferings, never to end. The Devil, your 
master, will laugh and mock at your disappointment, 
at receiving of him as reward for your service, woes 
unutterable, instead of enjoyment I" As I could see 
but small difference in the act, on the part of the 
Creator, of personally tormenting His creatures, and 
His providing Satan with the means of doing it,, by 
keeping up their hell as long as He shall sustain the 
heaven of His saints, I felt that such blasphemous sen* 
timents of Him merited severe rebuke. The idea of 
God, Satan, Angels and Saints, imited ia a mutual 



40- TO THE MEN 

partnership in tormenting sinners in hell, and together 
rejoicing over the horrid work, uttered by professed 
ministers of the Gospel in this middle of the nineteenth 
century, is too monstrous to pass unchastised. And 
now please lend me your nimble fingers, while I have 
a word with these traducers of the Divine character , 
and desecrators of the Gospel ministrations. 

Sir Priests ! if half you say be truth. 

And half your art of shamming. 
E'en then I fear you '11 smell the fire 
Fed by the lightning breath of ire. 
Whose flames the ghosts of Hell respire — 

At the Great Final Dam'ing ! 

You say, 't is not the Lord tonnents 

When wailings there grow louder ; 
But Satan swells the burning tides. 
And on the whelming billow rides 
That tramples down with mountain strides — 

God onli/ finds the powder ! 

He sends, you say, the living coals 

For naked souls immersing ; 
Stirring the lava of their veins. 
And quick'ning their immortal pains, 
As each the cup of anguish drains 

From Eden's Death of Cursing 1 

And worse you say — ^That when the Lord 

An extra large commission 
Sends forth of plagues and heavy chains, 
Down clanking through the azure plains, 
Black'ning their path with damning stains — 

He laughs at our condition I 
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Delighted with these fresh recruits, 

The Demons hold Thanksgiving ! 
For their especial use are sent 
These stores, with show of compliment ! — 
They serve, at least, the high intent 

Of giving tJiem good living ! 

But victim souls will dismal scan 

These signs of stormy weather ; 
While Satan notes with joy their fears, 
The Lord gloats o*er their bitter tears ; 
And both assault with taunts and jeers. 

Then laugh and mock together ! 

Salvation's joyful sound, you say. 

With bliss is gently cramming ; 
Yet they who scorn free grace to take 
Will find the loving Lord can make. 
With small regret for His own sake, 

A luxury of Dam'ing ! 

As swells the cry of deep despair, 

Each sense a torment breeder. 
All heaven in chorus breaks in song, 
The golden streets and courts along. 
And echos deep the strains prolong, 

With Satan for a leader ! 

A Saviour's love and HelPs harsh din 

Blend here with direful slamming ; 
But these sad discords in the strain 
Shall sweetly flow in that refrain, 
And swell, and sink, and rise again, 

At the Great Festal DamMng ! 



it 



Am I a dog," said one, "that you 
Should place me on his level ?" 
O, Priests I your very dogs would bark 
Ajs roused by bogles in the dark. 
Or else in shame and terror hark 
At Puch infernal revel I 
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This prayer be mine — ^ye powers attend ! 

When that mad frolic 's breaking, 
Have me excused the company ; 
To sight blot out the revelry ; 
0, hide from me the devilry 

In Death that has no waking ! 

And more I pray — Excuse that One 

The Church declares partaker 
Of this uproarious Bedlam glee 
Of haggard ghosts in drunken spree, 
That fiends themselves might blush to see — 

Our Father and our Maker ! 

Ah, yes, if half I hear were true. 

Or more than half were shamming. 
My fears, Sir Priests, were then full sore, 
That your sad fate I must deplore. 
When we shall cross old Jordan o'er, 
At the Great Gusto Damping ! 

When God, you say, produced the earth, 
Glad shouts came gaily ringing ; 

But Satan raised a hoof on high 

And kickM the fabric into pi. 

And gave their praises all the lie. 
While yet the stars were singing ! 

The Lord was not discouraged quite, 

But said again he M make it : 
Tet after full six thousand years, 
*Mid waning hopes and growing fears, 
With crocodile and ichor tears, 

He lets the Devil take it I 

The thousands who such' powers adore. 

Who envies their oblation ? 
As little could one envy God, 
Souls that in midnight darkness plod. 
Though purple-clad and diamond-shod. 

Their senseless adoration ! 
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Could your Damnation pleasure grow, 

And saint or fiend would grow it, 
They sure must find for subjects those 
Among the legions of their foes — 
A fact which plodding reason shows, 

Who Ve brains enough to know it ! 

If, as you say, those harvests yield 

Joys that overleap the mountains. 
And e'en the saints above surprise 
With anthems sounding to the skies ; 
A flood so high could never rise 

From all your puddle fountains ! 

And hence you Ve ever damnM the best 

Who Ve dwelt between the poles ; 
Our Presidents and Statesmen true ; 
Our Sages all, and Poets, too! 
The crop, indeed, were sad to view, 

Raised of your barren souls ! 

Peace, then, ye woe believing ones ! 

Your fears are all unfounded ! 
Tour low condition wrath defies ; 
Lacking in sense disqualifies ; 
A state, your creed believed, implies — 

Y(yu/r safety is imboimded ! 

0, that from out this sweltering rot 

Were but some virtue tending ! 
Seeming, by contrast, more divine. 
And fidrer, brighter hence to shine ; 
More pregnant, too, of wise design — 

Some latent good befriending ! — 

Then might I twine the hidden joy 

With those my heart are binding : 
Tet never rise by grace to tell 
What miracle had it befel. 
That found within so deep a hell. 

It paid the cost of finding I 
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To you, Sir Priests, I dedicate 
These Rhymes, and all editions ; 

Of themes to which they here relate, 

They should not from the truth abate ; 

And truth they scarce could violate. 
So dark are your traditions ! 

And now I fain would say, farewell. 

In spirit and in letter — 
Not that which you for sinners teach, 
As what you all for Christians preach, 
Would I the God of grace beseech, 

E'en devils may fare better I 

To bear the doom of woe, and sink 

By mountain wrath accurst. 
Were hell enough ! But, ! to see 
From heav'n our loved ones there, while we 
Must laugh and mock their misery, 

Were hell of hells the worst ! 

And, Sirs, should not your doctrines prove 

Brim full of error jamming ! 
Bethink ye of that sad retreat 
So distant from the mercy-seat, 
And oft quite troublesome for heat, 

At the Great Gala DamUng ! 

Poor Satan, whom the Lord's right hand. 
Since evil dawn'd, is lamming. 

Has yet ahead one day of fun ! 

T is that when God snuffs out the sun, 

And holds, where Time his race shall run. 
His last. Grand Fracas Darning ! 

To give direction to your thanks, 

If rendered there, or now, 
For these reproofs, severely kind, 
The promptings of an honest mind, 
'T is here that truly you may find 

My name — Ulysses Dow I 
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At this point my hand was released, and I supposed 
the Doctor had departed — but, in a moment, it was 
controlled again, and the following was added, as he 
said, for a final adieu ! 

And now I take my final leave 

Of these discursive themes ; 
My task is done — my conscience clear — 
And if there 's aught recorded here 
That harshly strikes the gentler ear. 

Or aught offensive seems — 

One fact I wish well understood : — 

'T is not 80 much the Priest — 
It is his doctrine I despise — 
That Anti-Christ of shams and lies, 
That bears between its hellish eyes 

The red " mark of the Beast V* 
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Addenda. 

It was not far from a week after the Doctor^s ^^Jitial^ 
leave, that I became sensible of the influence of his 
Spirit upon me again ; for, I had come to be so fa- 
miliar with the peculiarities of his impressions, as to 
be able to distinguish them from those of other Spir- 
its, which occasionally control my hand. This cir- 
cumstance is attested by all Mediums of communica- 
tion from the Spirit-world. "After a number of ex- 
periments and influencings, they are enabled to recog- 
nize the individual power having control, without any 
personal announcement. On this occasion, however, 
the Doctor introduced himself in a strain savoring of 
the apologetic — ^a trait not particularly established in 
the habits of his earth life. He remarked — " It is in 
accordance with polite correspondence, when the wri- 
ter has said his last adieu, and affixed his signature, to 
add one, two, three or more N. B.'s and P. S.'s. You 
will learn by this that Spirits out of the form are not 
materially unlike themselves when they were in it ; 
and that we herCy occasionally, change our minds, 
yielding to the influence of second thoughts. Since I 
took, as I then supposed, my fincU leave, I have been 
a witness to some of the fruits of your present revi- 
val. The seed has been bountifully distributed, and 
the usual harvest of insanity, suicide, and death, seems 
likely to be commensurately large. In Providence, 
R. I., ^ Mr. Peck and his wife became insane, and 



have ance £ed. Two ladieB in Medford, Mass^ one 
in Albany, N. T., and anolhtf in Utica, haxe ezperi> 
enced a like &te, aare thai tliey yet five in a condition 
of hopeless madness. Smilar results abound all OTer 
your land. Last year — so says the official report — 
this ftlse refigious excitement sent oTer three hundred 
to one of the hos{atals in the angle State of Massachu- 
setts ; and that is about a fiur aTerage throughout the 
other States of your Union. We Spirits know that 
those who come here by such causes are a long time 
in being cured of the dreadful influence ; hence, our 
anxiety to prevent such calamities. These things 
hare so stirred my spirit, that the good old Marseilles 
has been sounding in the chambers of my soul ; and 
it now would find Tent, in an accommodated shape, to 
meet the case in hand. By your kindly aid, it appeals 
to 
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Brave sons of. Truth ! awake from sleeping ! 

Lo ! wailing myriads bid you rise ; 
The victim throngs of craft are weeping — 
Behold their tears and hear their cries I 
Shall bold deceivers, God unheeding — 
A hireling host, a desperate band — 
Afinght and desolate the land, 
While charity and peace lie bleeding ? 
To arms ! to arms ! ye brave I 
The Spirit-sword unsheath ; 
March on ! march on I the lost to save 
From misery and death ! 
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Loud now the storm of Hell is howling, 

Which graceless Priests confederate raise ; 
Like wolves insatiate, lo ! they 're prowling, 

And fires sulphurous hiss and blaze ! 
And will you tamely view the ruin 
Which subtle art, with giant stride. 
Spreads out before you, far and wide — 
With crime and blood the land imbruing ? 
To arms ! to arms ! ye brave ! 
The Spirit-sword unsheath ; 
March on ! march on ! your friends to save 
From wretchedness and death ! 

With ignorance and shame surrounded, 

See the presumptuous bigots swell. 
As though they 'd power from God unbounded 

To meet and vend both Heaven and Hell ! 
Like beasts of burden would they load you — 
As gods would be themselves adored ! 
But meet them with the Spirits' sword, 
And, lo ! they prostrate fall before you ! 
To arms ! to arms ! ye brave ! 
The Spirit-sword unsheath ; 
March on ! march on ! your sons to save 
From sorrow, sin and death ! 

0, Gospel grace ! can man resign thee. 
Once having felt thy heavenly flame ? 
Shall Anti-Christ's foul legions bind thee, 

Or fear thy God-like spirit tame ? 
Too long the earth has wept, bewailing 
The scourge revival zealots wield — 
But gird the Truth for sword and shield. 
And all their threats are unavailing ! 
To arms ! to arms ! ye brave ! 
The Spirit-sword unsheath ! 
March on ! march on ! your kindred save 
From lunacy and death ! 
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Conclusion. 

When the influence of the Doctor controlcd my 
hand in the production of the following, I was sensible 
that a change in the mood or temper of the power, 
either affected or real, had taken place. It was more 
calm, gentle, and seemingly hopeful. He said — "I 
have enjoyed a sweet vision of Man's future on earth ; 
and I have found it a befitting precursor of the more 
glorious state which awaits him in the Spirit-world. 
Truth shall prevail ! — Right shall triumph ! — Love and 
Goodness reign supf eme ! The momentary evils of 
his earth-life, consequent upon grmoth^ and the una- 
voidable season of unripeneasy shall be lost in Man's 
maturity and consummation. I would celebrate this 
cheering prospect in a few stanzas, of the exultant 
type, could I execute any thing like even comparative 
justice to the glorious theme. Let me claim your 
hand while I try to impress you with the beautiful 
vision." 

Harp of the harmonies divine ! 

Lyre of the land of Love ! 
Along its trembling strings of fire. 
And o'er each triumph-sounding wire. 
Steal gently. Truth ! — the theme inspire 

Which thrills the blest above ! 

« 

Call forth its tides of melody, 

And flood the realm of soul ; 
Bid discord flee to shades of night. 
And make God's living Temple bright 
With Gospel flame !— urge on the right, 

And conquer and control! 

4 
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Behold, 0, Truth ! God's Image here 

From thee and duty flies ! 
Crushed by tyrant error's power, 
Blind with the creeds that darkly lower. 
Sorrow and doubt enshroud each hour ! 

But thou shalt bid it rise ! 

Unfurl that glory which in God 

A Father kind reveals ! 
Out o'er the world its heaven cast ; 
Amid these years make known at last ; 
Where sin and gloom o'erhung the past. 

Let love-fruits crown the fields ! 

Speak now the animating word! 

Strike from thy soul the spark 
That kindles michiight into day ; 
Wipes the foul stains of wrong away ; 
And sheds its pure, immortal ray, 

Where all before was dark ! 

All hail ! the Mighty One prevails, 

And light descends on all I 
The prison doors and dungeons break. 
And captive souls true freedom take ; 
The dead in sm t» life awake. 

And graves obey the call I 

Our Maker wise ne'er knew mistake, 

Or check in adverse fray ; 
His work at first all good did rise, 
And woke in morning stars surprise ! — 
To-day H is fairer in their eyes. 

And vpwabo keeps its way! 

Fruits immature that erst did fill 

Our ignorance with grief^ 
Load, luscious ripe, the pendent vines ; 
With joy we eatf or press the wines ; 
From out the yielding husk now shines. 

With g^den grain^ the sheaf t 
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The harvest glad of Hope is near ! 

Ye reapers heed the call ! 
And while the tares ye bind and bum. 
Ne'er from your sweeter duty turn, 
But well its purer pleasure earn — 

The wheats O, save it 4ilU 

To Zion's mount we hastening come !— • 

That beautiful j.nd true ! — 
To countless throngs of angels bright ; — 
The Church, first bom in life and light ; — 
To God, that judgeth all and right — 

Where we delighted view. 

The New Jerusalem deso^d 

As dews on Hermon &11 1 
Tliere Jesus, Lord of heart and mind. 
Than AbeFs blood doth better find, 
Sprinkling of Love for all mankind — 

There God is All in All I 
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That the readers of this IHtle book, who may not be personally, 
or otherri-< , acquainted with Elder Duck, may hare some moans 
of knowing the grounds of Doctor Dow's complaints afrainst him, 
I hare here appended a few extracts, taken from a copy of " The 
Ultimatum," published in New London, which extracts, the editor 
assures' us, are verbatim from Sermons, Prayers and Exhorta- 
tions, as made by the Elder during one of his revivals, while 
Doctor Dow was living. 

^ God Almighty told Jon&h to go down to Nineveh and hold a 
protracted meeting. But Jonah thought he would take a sail 
down to Tarsus and get some roast turkey, on a pleasure party. 
Well, he went off, and Qod Almighty stove up such a storm that 
thev thought they were all gone. They waked up Jonah, and 
said, What God do you worship f Ah ! he had to own the truth ! 
So, appealing to God for their motives, they threw him into the 
sea. Did n't he think the Devil had got him then ? Well, Jonah 
cried to God, and he put him on dry land ; and, I tell you, he 
struck a bee-line for Nineveh — no mistake — and stove them all 
up. and got a nice meeting under way — and then he had the 
«ulks ! He never did only what God Almighty drove him to ; 
and the last that was heard of him, he was out back of Nineveh, 
hovjling like the devil !" Here, turning to the gallery, he said : 
**You mock Elder Duck ! Remember what I tell you ! God Al- 
mighty, sir, will laugh at your calamity, and mock when your 
fear cometh. Laugh at that^ you Christless diabolian ! Gn<l 
Almighty will make you laugh t' other side your mouth ! I guess 
you won't laugh in hell ! There 's no galleries in hell ! It '« all 
pit! all pit! In the name of God Almighty, " whose servant I 
am, remember what I 've told you ! Now laugh at that /" 
Turning again to the gallery — " Grin ! you' Christless Ishmael- 
ite ! Grin, you Universalist diabolian ! Yeu can't grin Elder 
Duck out of countenance \ I knew a Universalist, once, who 
worked day and night to get property — and drove his sons like 
brutes ! He got up a saw-mill, run it Siindays, got about ten 
thousand dollars, drank whisky all the time ! By-and-by, God 
Almighty cut him down, and he went right to hell. Soon after, 
God Almighty converted his wife and daughters, and then the 
rest of the family. Well, his money went to support religion, af- 
ter all his raising the devil. I tell you, his family slipped his old 
rusty Spanish milled dollars into the hat — ^no mistake ! Why, 
had that old fellow known it, he would have howled bad enough 
to have 8Cftr«t the devils all out of hell !" 
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Part of a Prayer :— " Ck>d Almighty, uncover the pit of Hell, 
and show these Christleas, ungodly diabolians, all the Uniyersal- 
ists who hare gone there ft^m this city for tiie last ten years ! 
Let them see them gnaw tiieir chains and hear them howl ! Hang: 
up these ghosts of Hell in their bed-chambers — ^haunt them day 
and night. Stave them up /—God Almighty ^ bu^st them up P"* 

" I recollect an old gray-headed Universalist I met out West. 
Now, I '11 tell you->l *d as soon meet 19 Algerines. 16 Pirates, 
and the Devil, as one of them ! Their god is Just the sisse of old 
Hosea Ballou or little Bachus Bailey. Well, the one I met ^ut 
West was rather the most of a Devil I ever knew. I told one of 
tiie brethren, If God Almighty don't kill that man, then there 'a 
no truth in God Almighty's Bible. Well, the news came into the 
meeting that God Almighty had Icilled him in the gearing of his 
mill, just as I was reading the text—* He that being often reprov- 
ed, hardeneth his neck, shall suddenly be destroyed, and that 
without remedy!' Look out, sinners! When God Almighty 
strikes, he don't mias his mark ! When God Almighty's wrath 
fUl on you, he '11 send you down to the pit, to howl, and gnaw 
your chains in never-endkig Hell ! Look out how you trifle with 
God Almighty, sir ! T is teriotu business ! You may not think 
much of Elder Dock ! — but God Almighty thinks eontiderably of 
him !" " I knew a Universalist, once—he is in Hell now— and 
when he died, they sent for Elder Duck to come and preach hia 
ftmeral sermon. Well, I went ; and I told them that he was in 
Hell, if God Almighty's Bible was true ; and unless they repent- 
ed, they would go there with him ! There was a Universalist 
there at the ftaneral, half drunk, and he remarked that he thought 
Brother Bo-and-so bore his trouble remarkably well — with great 
fortitude— and he was so drunk that he could not go straight ! 
Well, the next one of the fieunily that died, they did not send for 
Elder Duck— he was too plain *, so they had a little Methodist. 
Well, he gave it to them^rs^-ra^e — worse than Elder Duck l^ 

** I went into a little village out West, and held a protracted 
meeting. There was an Episcopalian that rang the Devil's bell a 
little the best that I ever heard it rung in my life ! I tell you, 
little Bachus Bailey could n't begin ! Well, they got up a dance 
within a rod and a half of the meeting house — Presbyterians, 
Episcopalians, Universalists, and all. They got one of the Dev- 
iPs little fiddlers, and they fiddled and danced all night. Well, I 
w»it to work. God Almighty sent down the Holy Ghost, and 
9tove them all up / I gave the right hand of fellowship to 100 
good square Baptists in one day ! I felt good that day — ^ao mis- 
take ! Tou send your children to leam politeness of one of the 
Devil's fiddlers ! They are little diminutive creatures ! Pretty 
things ! I never knew one of them converted in my life !" 

Part of another Prayer -.—"0, God ! carry on this work in New 
London— make it glorious ! 0, God I put the enengiefcwhicb are 
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in ^e way of this reviral to sleep ! Let them sleep the sleep of 
death, and wake in Hell !" Here some shouted. " Amen !" while 
one cried, ** Qod ! save / save ! save /" The Elder respond^ : 
" I doubt U it be right to pray, save /" 

** I understand that the Christless diabolians are howling 
around the city here, ringing up the Deyil's bell, and lying about 
Elder Duck ! Now thai 's just what suits me ! I love to hear of 
it ! I feel encouraged 1 It is perfect music to me ! I love to 
hear it as well as the sportsman loyes to hear his dogs — I know 
the game is near 1 'So, ring up Elder Duck ! Howl and raise 
the De?il all you know ! — it suits me !" , 

" I never knew so much Holy Qhost praying in my life as there 
has been in this house, to so little effect. Something Is in the 
way ! Ood Almighty, search it out. If it is some of the mem- 
bers of this Church, God Almighty, stave them up / There is a 
parcel of ungodly professors howling around, ringing up the Dev- 
il's bell, and lying about Elder Duck I Now, sinners, they are 
monopolizing your business ! It is your business to raise the 
Devil, and go to everlasting Hell V* 

Part of another Prayer :— " 0, Lord ! Thou hast promised that 
they that have been often reproved, and harden their necks, shall 
be cut off suddenly 1 Now, Lord, were we put under oath, we 
should be compelled to say, these have been often reproved I 
Now, therefore, Lord, let it be done immediately ! Let the 
streets of New London be washed with their blood !" 

The following extract, taken from the report of one of Dock's 
sermons the' past winter, and published in the Boston ** Banner,*' 
which report claims to have been made by an ear witness, and of 
its truthftdness many testimonials can be obtained, will serve to 
show that our Doctor has received abundant provocation for the 
chastisement he has sought to inflict upon the Elder in these 
pages. 

** New London, at the present time, is writhing in convulsive 
agony under a Revival. The agonising groans of the tortured in 
Hell are pictured each evening from the so<alled Sacred Desk ; 
and Spiritualism, Universalism and Mormonism, are represented 
as all of a piece. Duck pronounced these three isms, three JeW' 
els, to be hung up in the arched dome of the dark cavern of Hell > 
and as the groans of the damned reverberate through the black 
chambers, these three. Jewels cast their biUeful light upon their 
agonising countmances !" Then, reladng upon the authority of 
a Western paper an account of a man, who, in a fit of drunken 
insanity, killed his father and mother, and roasted theh* hearts in 
a skillet, he went on to relate a ** Vision*' which he had had :— *' X 
saw a long procession, oompoaed of Drunkards, Universalists and 
SpirituaUsts, each with a skiUet in his hand, containing a roasted 



56 " APPENDIX. 

human heart! This procession was headed by the Devil's 
Agent — in other words, the Universalist minister of this city — and. 
it was moving on its way down to Hell, to the tune of the Rogue's 
March, played by the Free Love JiJand !" Then, when his 
*' Vision" had landed the prqpession in Hell, and the fire and 
brimstone had filled them so full that it was flowing out of their 
eyes, ears, mouths and nostrils, the Elder's " Vision" saw the 
Universalist minister trying to put out these flames of their tor- 
ment with Rum and Unlversalism ! As Elder Duck can probably 
claim no exclusive right to the enjoyment of "Visions," the Doctor 
has committed no trespass by having had one, and giving the 
world the benefit of its revelations. The Doctor, in fact, informed 
the Medium, at his first interview, that he had been moved to the 
task which he was attempting chiefly by this example of the El- 
der. When it is remembered that the Elder's was given in the 
House of God, and at a religious revival meeting, where it was 
claimed that God was especially present, in the wonderful out>- 
puuring of His Spirit, the Doctor's '* Vision" will be abundantly 
justified, as mainly in self-def-iinse, by all candid and impartial 
readers. 

The present winter. Elder Duck, by common consent, has out- 
generaled himself, in his profanities and blasphemies. 

MEDIUM. 
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